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sat down on the floor which was strewn with camel rugs
and a few thin carpets, and talked with the guards of
the fort, while young Abdullah, duty man for the
evening, handed round first a few drops of fragrant
coffee in tiny cups, and then sugary tea in small glasses.
When all had been served he stood rigidly to atten-
tion with the kettle still in his hand, and his large eyes
fixed on the Commander-in-Chief who, with his legs
tucked under him, was talking happily to the Sergeant-
Major.

A bowl of hot water was brought outside the tent for
us to wash our hands. Then a sheep roast whole on a
mound of rice was carried in on a large platter. We
squatted round it and began to eat. Glubb showed me
the technique of moulding the hot, sticky rice into a
little round ball with the tips of one's fingers, and lever-
ing it into one's mouth with the thumb.

After we had washed again, Khalaf, a staff-sergeant
of twenty-three years, who seemed to feel himself
responsible for me, led me to a tiny room in the fort and
put on me the red and white head-cloth and circlet of
the Arab Legion. I felt a perfect idiot for the rest of
that evening; later that month I would have felt a fool
without it.

Outside the tent a ripe moon shone down into the
valley of strange shadows. The night was cold, and
we were given scarlet cloaks lined with thick fleece to
put about our shoulders. I sat happily with one arm
leaning against the padded camel-saddle which served
as a support, listening idly to the conversation between
the soldiers and the Pasha as we sipped coffee and later
tea, until weariness settled over me, and I rose and
excused myself and said good night. But Khalaf
followed me to my room and made me repeat the parts